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Start Jumping 


Author's Notes: 

| don't think | need to explain why | wrote this, or where I'm going in two weeks -l think the fic tells it for me. 
| love it -and even if | weren't headed there, | think what Metallica did was really cool -there are other 
schools that use songs by other bands, and they didn't get a response. Metallica is so well known that their 
songs get used all the time, yet they still made a special response to it. It speaks volumes of them, and just 


this past year, they recorded another message for retiring coach Frank Beamer. Enter Sandman continues to 


be the football entrance. 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=e0qyOnrEkx4 This is the original video they sent in 20ll -there are others 
where you can see the screen and hear the music better, but you can't hear them very well in those. There's 


a 2015 video where they let Enter Sandman play longer than they did here, and things got crazier. 


htps://www.youtube.com/watch?v=a5TYbALUr54 And this second link is what they sent to retiring coach 


Frank Beamer. 


"Hey, Lars!" 


Lars had been watching TV in his hotel room on the tour, and as the result of being sleepy, had dozed off - 


until that was, the door to his room flew open. 

He knew he should have thought it over better when they decided that since they were on a secluded end of 
the hotel, to leave their deadbolts thrown so they could go in and out of each other's rooms to hang out as 
they pleased during the afternoon. 

He lifted his head drowsily, seeing a hyper James. Not that that wasn't unusual. 


"Ugh, whdDeNNghwant?!" 


‘Lars, | got something -you gotta see this!" James ran over, and not very gently, shook Lars as if he hadn't 


been woken up already. 

Lars groaned sitting up. "What do you have that's so urgent that | see right now?!" The Dane was tired -and 
honestly, he wouldn't have been so tired if it weren't for his phone having to ring at 3:00, 4:30, and 5:00 in 
the morning consistently with other "urgent" matters when he was trying to sleep at the proper time. 


"Does it have to be right now, what is it?" 


"Well, Kirk and | were in Rob's room watching TV, and we happened to see something on a college sports 


channel in passing. Rob looked it up online-" 
Lars cut James off. "You mother f-" 
"No, Lars, I'm not kidding!" James cut Lars off in return. 


Lars arose slowly from the couch. “Alright, alright! I'm coming! Though | don't get what on a college sports 
channel would constitute an urgent matter!" 


He followed James over to Rob's room, forcefully flinging his still-dead-bolted door shut so it bounced a few 
times before flopping back into resting position. 


Kirk and Rob were on the couch, looking eagerly at the laptop screen where they had pulled up blogs explaining 
what they'd seen, and countless YouTube videos of it at many different events. 


"They started this in 2000, how did we not know before? -this is so cool!" exclaimed Kirk. 


"And they're all actively participating in it and they seem really eager too," added Rob. "Just goes to show the 


rumors that metal is dying isn't true." 


"Let me seel" Lars demanded, snatching the computer from Rob. 


"Whoa, whoa, whoa, Uli -breaking the computer isn't gonna help!" Kirk jokingly warned as he directed Lars to 
the best quality YouTube video he and Lars had found of the unanticipated spectacle that had excited himself, 
James, and Rob. 


Lars watched, putting the video in full view and bringing the screen close to himself so he could get a good 
look at just what had gotten James acting like a three year old with ADHD on a sugar high. 


It was a football stadium, completely packed with spectators, and a sea of the weirdest color combination that 
Lars had ever seen in his life. A bright shade of burnt orange combined with some cross of brown and red 
that bore the official name of "Chicago maroon’. The combination definitely wasn't the worst Lars had seen, 


not necessarily an eyesore, but strange indeed. 
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"It must take some pretty strong spirit to get used to that combination," Lars remarked. "But what's the big 


deal?" 
"Shhhh!" hissed Kirk. 


"Just watch." suggested Rob, resisting the urge to snicker as James tried to cram in behind the couch so he 


could lean over and watch. 


The spectators were in some sort of chant, shouting some odd word that sounded like "hokie", followed by 
"let's go". 


Then, some song started playing. Something very familiar to the four. 


All the spectators began rhythmically jumping at once to the bass line, drowning it out and making Lars 
question just how much pressure a football stadium could take without collapsing, before the guitar kicked in, 
in the ever-clear opening riff of "Enter Sandman." 


"Wha-?" Lars had the look of epic confusion as cheerleaders and flag-holders ran out into the stadium between 
a tunnel composed of marching band players and ROTC cadets, also jumping, then moving to the side just as an 
endless football team came charging out onto the field Right before the music was faded out so the marching 
band could take over with the school's game fanfares, the mascot ran out. It was some fantasy-type bird, 
looked similar to a turkey, but it had a different body structure, and it was maroon with an orange beak and 


orange feet. 
"Kirk? What was that?!" asked Lars as the video ended. 


"By that, what do you mean? The mascot, the stadium, the-" Kirk rambled, obviously still mesmerized by the 


screen. 


"Everything, maybe?" Lars was impatient as always. 


"That is the Virginia Polytechnic Institute and State University.” pronounced Rob matter-of-factly. "And they've 
been doing that since 2000 apparently." 


‘Or, for less of a mouthful, they call themselves ‘Virginia Tech." cut in James. 
"Their mascot is called the "Hokie Bird" Kirk read from the search he had pulled up. 
"And they do that at every season football game?" asked Lars incredulously. 


"At least at all their home games for sure," replied James. "Blacksburg, Virginia -never even heard of it, and 


they have that huge place there?" 


"Don't judge a place by its popularity." Lars retorted, thinking of all the small places off the beaten path in 


Denmark that held some of the country's most interesting possessions. 
"It was an idea of the students’.. Back in 2000 -that's cooll" Kirk was at loss for a better description. 


The year 2000. The year of Napster. The year that it seemed everyone was turning against Metallica and as 
they feared they might fall apart for good as Jason was near departure and James was nearing rehab. All the 
things that people -especially of the college age range -tended to scorn them for, this group of over 30,000 
students, unbeknownst to them, had made this gesture of fandom -this gesture of support. This measure of 


school pride through Enter Sandman. It hadn't mattered to them that Metallica was the world's most hated 
band at the time -they chose it anyway. 


James pulled up another video, taking place in 2002, when Some Kind of Monster and St. Anger were still in 


progress. "If only | could have known then." he murmured. 


Somehow, when they thought they had dropped off the face of the earth to everyone else in the world, 


somebody had remembered -and cared. 


"You know how they say, when you think nothing's left, if you look just a bit harder in the one place you'd 
never have thought of." started Kirk, trailing off. 


Lars was silent for a minute, gawking. 


The others held their breath, not sure whether he was going to be extremely happy, or absolutely furious. 


There was no in between ever with Lars Ulrich. 
Finally, he spoke, eyes wide and energetic. 


"That. Is. Awesome." 


James let out a victory whoop, earning himself an odd look from Rob, before Rob laughed and did the same 
thing, having only been joking. 


"Dude, that is really cool to see," Kirk reiterated. 


"We should do something! -respond in some way, it's already long overdue. If we'd just known then-" now Lars 


was excited and energetic, having completely forgotten about how his nap had been rudely interrupted. 
"| have an ideal" declared James. 
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After lots of planning, many phone calls, and a lot of excitement, the day had arrived. 

October 8th, 20l. 


The band had planned it for the day that Virginia Tech would be facing off against Miami at their home, Lane 
Stadium. 


The stadium was a pure sea of Chicago Maroon and Burnt Orange. 
Everyone was set to go on the field, lined up, the team waiting inside, under the stands, to run out. 


"Ready?" asked Kirk, having finally gotten the Skype camera to connect to the camera that one very kind 


network engineer had agreed to set up for the, to all see the special moment. 

"Yeah!" shouted James in his own signature way. 

‘Oh, I've been ready!" laughed Lars. 

The officiator leaned into the microphone. "May | have your attention, Hokie Nation, for a special message!" 


The video-call camera's light lit up, and the band saw that the screen had registered, displaying the video 
message they had recorded, their special surprise to the Tech spectators onto the megatron. 


The four stood side by side, Rob, James, Lars, and Kirk. Rob held up horns, Lars mouthed a chant, and Kirk 
pointed right at the screen, at the crowd, gritted his teeth into some wild, metal face before also giving the 


horns. 
James pointed and announced: "HEY, HOKIE NATION! Time to kick some butt! This is Metallical Start jumping!" 


The crowd went utterly wild with noise, right as Enter Sandman began to play and the sea of maroon and 


orange began the rhythmic jump. 


There really was something magical about it all, for the Hokie supporters, and for Rob, Kirk, James, and 
especially Lars. 


And while other colleges could try their own entrance songs, none seemed to hold the same power. And none of 


the others had a band reply back. 


